214                                               APPENDIX V

PRINCESS. The man, to consort with whom a life-time is too short,
my limbless lord who radiates with beauty! (Singing) * Our fates, our
deeds in previous lives, have united us. If sink we must, we will sink
to the bottom of the river-bed, touching the silvery sands. Our love
makes our blood red with daring.' Look here, my man, you cannot
resist the charms and snares of a palace-born by mere words. I will
seize your throat, as a tiger seizes his prey, if you do not hasten to
unite us. ... Yield, O you ancient Father Stump.

STUMPY (Singing). ' She sets a new fashion, and discards the old.
She throws away the waist-cloth of purest silk, and wears a cotton-
handkerchief of the kind that is given away to the poor at funerals.'
Restrain, and consider, high-born princess. It is not right, my lady,
that a goddess should mate with a slave. Will you leave such a
shameful page in history? (The PRINCESS makes a gesture ^ threatening
to kill him.) You sea of desire I You night-market woman who sells
everything at any price! You that sells your womanhood at any price!
All right, I will agree as you seem to love so much "your lord without
legs and arms. But what will your senior husband say when he
returns with fruit? We shall die. Then, how are we going to tie
ourselves with ropes of love ?

PRINCESS. O you as pretty as a coffin-stone, that is used to nail
down the lid, O you lump of flesh that should be gilded with gold-
leaf, my darling Stumpy! Do not worry yourself with the problem.
Who can stand the wiles of a palace-inmate ? My old husband,
whose old age makes him crawl, he shall be settled. I will pretend,
my noble lord, when he comes, that I want to offer some fruit in
thanksgiving to the spirit of the hill. I shall say it in a faint and
trembling voice, and I will cry. Can he resist ? Oh, no. I will lean
on him. I will moan to him, I will say, ' Father-love, brother-friend,
beloved golden fruit, I shall die if I do not go to the hill-top.' Who
can see through the ready wit and wiles of a woman? That stupid
fellow, that half-wit, my other -fellow will come with me to the
hill-top. Then I will say my prayers, and he will think that I am
serious, and will be looking the other way. Then I will push him
down the hill-side, and our minds will be for ever at rest, and you and
I shall for ever enjoy.

STUMPY. Oh, it is less dangerous to have a monkey by your bed-
side, than to have a princess beside you. . . . Ha, ha, my lady has
just spoken a learned treatise on the virtues and merits of a palace-
born. . . How learned she is, how pure her life ! I have got a bundle